SITTING UP FOR HYENA

commodating us both and hiding us from an approaching
animal, as we lay. The loopholes for our rifles were dis-
guised, as was the whole wall, with small tree-branches.
For bait, on the first night, he put the entrails of a sheep
eight paces from the wall with a fire, lit just after sunset
to carry off the scent. On the second night he used a bait
of sardines, and again nothing happened. On the third
night I withdrew in favour of a Kathiri Badu. The hyena
came. Two rapid shots and a pained howl awoke me just
before midnight and I ran to the spot. 'Fled and wounded/
they shouted, pointing to a pool of blood. Confident that
the wound was mortal, they followed the trail as well as
a bright moon would allow, swearing they would find him
dead, but on the morrow I woke to hear that the animal
had got clean away, probably to die in some cave.

'Had this been in the open desert,' said my two Badawin,
'we would have tracked him to his lair, but once he made
the rocky wadi, it was his sanctuary/
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